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Virgin White 
"These look so hot on you." 


Dave shivered as Chris' strong hands ghosted up his arms. They pushed up the sleeves of his white shirt, 
revealing the white wrist warmers he wore. 


"You think?" he asked softly. 


‘Oh hell, yeah." Chris voice was low and husky, bordering on lust. It sent a shiver down his spine, something 
stirring in his groin. 


His guitarists large hands cradled his wrists, fingers stroking over the thick fabric wrapped around his arms. 


"Why'd you think they're sexy? They're just to stop my wrists from seizing up." He gave a strangled laugh. 
"Not sexy at all." 


Dark, chocolate coloured eyes stared at him, a smirk curling Chris‘ lips. "Yeah, they're sexy," he growled. "Just 


like you.” 


Dave felt his heart flip. He'd never been that way inclined. Never wanted to be with a man. Yet, staring into 
Chris' eyes, Dave felt something stirring inside of him, his cock hardening in his jeans. 


"But | don't swing that way," he quietly protested. 

Chris‘ fingers continued to play with wrist warmers, one long, calloused finger stroking beneath the right one. 
Dave whimpered and tried to back off but Chris dropped one of his wrists, his hand being placed in Dave's 
back, holding him close. He could feel his heart pounding as the guitarist pulled Dave to his chest. Warm breath 
tickled his face, Chris's hand sliding up his arm and to his cheek. 

"Course you don't swing that way, boss. But | do. I'm sure | can convince you." 


Biting his lower lip, Dave whined. "How so?" 


The hand in his back crept down to his ass, cupping one cheek and giving it a gentle squeeze. Dave gasped, eyes 


widening. 
Chris grinned at him. "By telling you you're hot" 


Swallowing around the lump in his throat, Dave watched the other man. The hand at his ass stroked small 


circles, leaving a warm spot in its wake. 
"And why telling you that | want to get on my knees and suck your huge, throbbing cock" 


Dave groaned, eyes falling shut. He could feel his knees getting weaker, turning to water. Chris‘ pulled Dave 
closer, the hand on his cheek caressing him, thumb working beneath his eye. 


"Y-You do?" he stammered. Desperately he tried to ignore the aching in his pants. Tried to ignore that he was 
locked in a hotel room with his guitarist. Tried to ignore that suddenly he was getting very, very hot for said 
guitarist. 


"Oh yeah. | want to kneel in front of you and stare up at you. Gonna stroke myself through my jeans while | 
undo yours.” 


He opened his eyes and stared into Chris’ dark, endless ones. "And?" 
"And I'm gonna pull your cock out. You'll already be hard, excited at getting a proper suckin’.” 


Dave shuddered and pressed himself closer, giving the younger man a taste of what was in his pants. Chris 
purred, the smirk still on his lips. 


"You're a big boy, aren't you?" 


Dave managed to nod. "Like to think so, yeah." 


"Good. | like ‘em big. Like to feel ‘em in my throat. | really want to have you in my mouth, tasting your pre- 


come. Want to swallow you, massage your cock my throat." 
Panting, Dave rested his head against Chris' shoulder. He rocked his hips a little, using the other man's strong 
thigh to work against. Suddenly the world was on its head. Everything he thought about himself had just been 


tossed to the wind. Chris gave his ass another squeeze. 


"And while I'm sucking you I'm gonna play with your ass. Tease your hole with my finger. Not gonna penetrate 


you, not yet, ‘cause | know you're a virgin" 

Dave whimpered, sweat starting to bead along his forehead. Suddenly he wanted it. Wanted to have Chris on his 
knees and begging to suck him. Wanted to wrap his hands in that thick, dark hair and force himself as deep as 
he could in to the other man's mouth. 


"You wanna break me in?" he quietly asked. 


"Oh, | very much want to break you in," Chris whispered. "Want to have you on the bed, your legs spread nice 


and wide for me as you wait for my cock. I'll show you what a real fucking's like." 
"And if | don't like it?" 


‘Oh, trust me, you will. You'll be begging every night to have my cock up your ass. And we'll do it in every 


freaky place we can" 
"Like?" 
"With you bent over the drum throne. Now that's a sexy sight | can't wait to see." 


Panting, Dave rubbed himself harder against the younger man His cock ached, his orgasm rising. Pulling back, 
he stared into the guitarist’s eyes." 


"Chris?" 
The smirk widened to a grin. "Yeah?" 


"Get on your fuckin’ knees." 


